
 

What Being Tall Means to Me 

By Cameron Baas 

 

I never used to think of myself as tall, so it used to perplex me when friends, family, and 

even strangers would ask “Wow! How tall are you?”. While my above average height may be 

atypical to others, having lived with it my whole life, it doesn’t feel at all atypical to me. To me, 

everything that comes with my height is perfectly normal. I’m used to angling my head 

downwards when I speak to people, sometimes needing to lean over just to be able to hear 

properly. I’m also accustomed to being called in to help my shorter friends and family reach high 

places, and I instinctively duck when I move under low hanging fixtures and short door frames. 

In my early teenage years, when I grew particularly fast, I felt awkward as I constantly 

knocked things over with my suddenly longer arms and bashed my newly extended legs into 

corners and walls. However as I’ve grown older, I’ve come to appreciate my height for the 

advantages that it provides, and have come to realize the ways in which it improves my life. My 

experience with the sport of fencing is a perfect example of how awareness of my own height 

has changed my life for the better. 

When I was nine years old, I took up fencing as a hobby. Being a child, my interest in 

fencing was sparked by visions of epic sword fights, reminiscent of my favourite movies. Over 

the years I discovered that I had a talent for the sport, and that being taller than other fencers 

gave me a natural reach advantage. Despite the value that height provides in fencing, it took me 

years to adjust my technique and style to capitalize on my natural advantage. My coaches would 

often comment that I fenced as though I were two feet shorter than I was. I learned (and am still 

learning to) keep much more distance between myself and my opponent, and to fence a style of 

game that suits my height.  

While I won’t go into detail on the nitty-gritty of fencing strategy, I will highlight how 

my previous strategy was born out of my obliviousness to my own height. I was not aware of the 

advantages that being tall gave me, because I didn’t feel unusually tall myself. It took constant 

reminders and demonstrations from my coaches to show me that I could take advantage of the 

natural benefit I possessed. Now in my ninth year of fencing, I fence alongside the varsity team 

at Carleton University, and hope to join their ranks next year when I start my post-secondary 



 

studies. I credit my success in the sport to my height and to my coaches who helped me take full 

advantage of it. 

To sum up, being tall is a part of me that affects my life every day, whether I recognize it 

or not. My height is much more unusual to others than it is to me, and it has taken time for me to 

appreciate the benefits that it brings. In reflecting on “What Being Tall Means to Me”, I have 

gained a new outlook on my need to appreciate the little ways that height changes my life, and to 

be thankful for the opportunities that it opens up. 


